EPILOGUE

A5 I stood in St. Paul's Cathedral and saw
how the image of the crucified Christ
looked down in pity upon the shattered remnants
of his Altar, the friend who had come with me
put into my hand a little booklet which she had
taken from a table beside the aisle. Glancing
at it as we left the Cathedral, I saw that it was
entitled: The First Tear of War. A Review and
a Re-dedication."

I did not look at the booklet again until late
that evening, I expected, I humbly confess, to
find the customary ecclesiastical propaganda
about the holiness of this war, the righteous-
ness of our cause, and the necessity of our
victory' if the impeccable standards of the
British Empire were to prevail throughout the
world.' It was, therefore, with the more aston-
ishment that I turned from the first section
called "Thanksgiving" to a second entitled
"Penitence".

''Some people," I read with the eagerness of
rising hope, "are inclined to deprecate penitence
as tending to weaken our conviction of the
justice of our cause and our resolve to achieve

289